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above her. It seemed to Mm that he had heard nothing
more beautiful than this Miserere, whispered by the clavi-
chord, and seen no change so great in any countenance as
that which the playing of it wrought in hers, for while she
played it, and played it again, her lids fell, her mouth
(Looped a little, and her expression, ceasing to be gay and
restless took on the composure of an enchantment. When
she had done she was still, her hands upon her lap; then
at last looked up, "Well?" she said, and for answer he
begged that she would play the Miserere a third time, but
she would not. "Some day," she said, and to rouse herself
went to her piano. She remained in doubt of what to plays
her fingers expectant. Lewis stood beside the chimney,
watching the shadow hang beneath her wrists like a sleeve.